SIGNS  AND  SEASONS

time and space. If we could reach the point in the
horizon where the earth and sky meet, we might
find the same fascination there. In the absence of
this the best substitute is the beach.

We seem to breathe a larger air on the coast. It
is the place for large types, large thoughts. "T is
not farms, or a township, we see now, but God's
own domain. Possession, ownership, civilization,
boundary lines cease, and there within reach is a
clear page of terrestrial space, as unmarred and
as unmarrable as if plucked from the sidereal
heavens.

How inviting and adventurous the ships look,
dropping behind the rim of the horizon, or gently
blown along its edge, their yard-arms pointing to
all quarters of the globe! Mystery, adventure, the
promise of unknown lands, beckon to us from the
full-rigged ships. One does not see them come or
depart; they dawn upon him like his own thoughts,
some dim and shadowy, just hovering on the verge
of consciousness, others white and full, a solace
to the eye. But presently, while you ponder, they
are gone, or else vaguely notch the horizon-line.
Illusion, enchantment, hover over the sail-ships.
They have the charm of the ancient world of fable
and romance. They are blown by Homeric winds.
They are a survival from the remotest times. But
yonder comes a black steamship, cutting across this
enchanted circle in defiance of wind and tide; this
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